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"She's dead sixteen Tear."
"Ah, me. that It Is always. They are

dead desi. What's the age of you?"
"Eighteen come Saint Kentigem's

"Ain't you hungry then?
"She gave me something." with a

grateful Icok at Nora, "but it's here
and ore nand fluttered to ber heart,
"and Mite no! not dead:"

She would have fallen but that
Nora's arms eaugnt anu held her up.
"Fetch the cct. Pat. and stretch it
here. Never a bit could we pet her
upstairs ncr down if it come to
that." Nora's face cow was as white
as the stranger's.

"Mike you were saying- "
'"Shame. Ncra. to pester her.
But Nora persisted. "Mike 7
"Mike do you know him? Mike

Killibrew ?"
"You are never meaning- him!"
"Shame. Nora! And ain't there a

hundred and one of vour Mike Killi-brew- s'"

"His hair is like asphodels, yellow
ard curly you knew him? "

The anxious eyes lookeu into Nora's,
hut they grew meaningless and wan-
dering. The leng strain had been too
nrjeh.

The gent',e voice went on and on.
with stories of boy and girl love, with
bits of old Irish song, tales of St. rat-rick- 's

festivals, of midsummer divina

Nora put her arms about her,
warm, steady support.

"La na Beal tina! May morning:"
whispered the girl; "am I home again?
That's Lake Killarney it's near sun-risin- g

is it good luck this May morn-
ing? is it blessings this year?
Spirit of Killarney to see you
once!

A whirl of wind struck the lake as
it had never been stricken before;
from its center rose a wave, steely in
the gray morning, white with foam as
the wind whirled it over the lake.

"It is good fortune!" whispered the
girL ecstatically, "for I see him
Spirit of Killarney, prince of la na
Beal tina noble O'Donoghue!

She sprang forward, her eyes on
the lake. Nora could hardly hold the
slight form palpitating with joy while
the girl's voice fluttered on with her
happy imaginings. "I see him. He
rides a mighty horse and the mane
that blows in the wind is white he ic
all glittering in steel his white plume
is waving. He is like the old iron men
in the hall of Drogheda "

"It is O'Donoghue. prince o good
luck she's seein" and me " sobbed
Nora; "I'm seein nothin' but gray
water and white foam and no luck
at all"

"They are with him the men and
the maidens they are dressed in
green pale as new willow boughs
and some ere in white and they've
garlands then they are coming to-

ward Glenaa O'Donoghue rides brave-
ly among them "

"And it's me, sobbed Nora, "that
see nothing but watt and new--leafin-

g

trees, and bloomin-g- dogwood on the
mountain side, and shining again in
the lake."

"Blessings the year it is then.'
whispered the girl, falling back into
Nora's arms.

The wind lulled, the little lake lay
quiet between the hills. Just as the
sun dispelled every memory of dark-
ness, the two girls looking out at the
doorway saw Mike, the night watch-
man, coming with blithe step toward
them.

The radiance of the morning sprang
into Ita's eyes. She forgot the weary
way she had traveled. She forgot
the clasp of the arms that had sup-
ported her all the dark hours. She
only knew that Mike lived and that
she had found him.

Ncra looked steadily at him as he
came whistling to the shop. She noted
with unflinching eyes the wave of sur-
prise that surged over him, the renew-
al of old love that swept over him at
sight of Ita's rare beauty, and at her
bliss at seeing him.

Molly Maloney awoke with a start.
"Who is it that is going for the doc-
tor?" she cried.

"Who's wanting a doctor then?"
said Mike.

"It's a priest they are wanting
then," said Nora. "Mister Killibrew.
isn't it a wedding ring you've got in
your pocket for somebody?"

Mike, stupefied with the stress of
events and emotions, could but obey
Nora's clear glance, and fumbling in
his pocket, laid a bright ring in Ita's
thin hand.

"It is me that w-i- ll go for the fa-

ther then; I, Mr. Killibrew." persist-
ed Nora.

"Nora." whispered Molly, as the
girl passed her; "it is the good heart
that is in you then. Nora."

"It was to be. whispered Nora:
"she saw the O'Donoghue riding on
the lake this moriiing and me. I saw-nothin-

at all, at all. but the same
little lake "

"You don't say then, Nora! Same
as the old folks say he used ride on
Killarney lakes? the Piince of Good
Fortune. She saw- - the spirit?"

"Eh. she saw Lim," said Nora, hur-
rying off.

"Oh, it's the good heart that's in
her," murmured Mrs. Maloney: "and
this poor child she saw the old Ghost
o Killarney! and Nora awake tind
just seeing common things 1 wisht
I'd a-h- ad my eyes open; I'd not

seeing him worst luck to
me to be noddiii'. And wa'n't I
just last evenin that that
lake looked like Killarney. and yonder
hill like Glenaa. and yonder slope likf
Toomies!"

Oat IV fa M am Pread of Her Lfty

Ckaier.

When the battles were being fongTo
between the north and the sonth, ies4-lati- on

followed the armies on the plan-
tations over which they marched. Log
cabins were torn down; horses and
mules- - were pressed into the service;
fields- - were devastated; crops de-

stroyed; and those happy-go-luck- y

children of the soil, the negroes, found
they must either starve or join the
march of the conquerors; as the "white
house" of the plantation, around which
clustered all the life memories of those
dark-skinne- d daughters and sons of
toiL had been abandoned by their mis-
tresses just in time for them to escape
the sight of federal officers quartered
in their best rooms, relates Corrilla
Banister in Youth's Companion.

Many of the negroes went- - to Wash-
ington, where kind men and women
found employment for them. Among
them was a beautiful, tall mulatto girL,
with brown curls and oriental looking
eyes. When the good Samaritans who
looked after the welfare of these flee-

ing refugees plied her with questions
concerning her ability to work, they
asked: "What is your name?

The girl answered: "Yo" question's
powerful pestering; but l'se bom in
ole Ten'see. an l'se come to Washin'-to- n

fo" freedom, so I may low yo to
call me Ten'see Washin'ton.

They asked: "Can you cook?"
The young girl seemed to grow two

inches as she straightened herself to
her full height, a trick caught frcm
her mistress and looking at her pretty
hands, answered in a low. sweet voice,
as if talking over the cradle of a sleep-
ing child:

"No"m. don't know nothin "bout
cookin. Arnt Sal'y's the cook; Arnt
'Mandy's Khoiiy an Judy "tend to

drawin" water, an'
sech like; while Arnt Sally sets her
black bones on the chair, smokin' her
pipe for dear life, doin the bossin'. low-i-n'

she's trainin them gals."
When the girl stopped to take a fresh

breath, they asked: "Can you dc
laundry work?"

The reply came quickly: "S'pose yt
means washin an i'nin? Baby un-
born know mo' bout sech truck; an'
what's mo', ef it's this kind o' freedom
that's come by burnin cabins down
an lettin on how much of it ye
gwinter find, once we're safe in Wash-in'to- n

(judgin by last question, it must
be the washin town), sooner sech so-"cou-

places get fanned out, better
'twill be for sech as we. I'll ax 'em.
please tote me on a beeliDe to mistis
without no mo delay."

A kind little mother asked, gently:
"Can you sew?"

"Se'rr.stresses was trained by the
ove'seer's w ife, an' this yaller gal never
had no triflin' po' trash, back-brea- k in'
bencin over a needle."

Another lady had been thinking of s
question, and asked, as soon as possi-
ble: "Were you in the dairy?"

The colored girl's sense of humoi
was keen, and she had been having s
game of hide-and-se- ek with her ques-
tioners. The answer came:

""Pears yo-a- ll ain't much acquaint-
ed 'bout ways belongin' to white qual-
ity, if you don't know milkers an1

churners come from cotton patch for a
change when they've been chilled from
malaria, an cotton bag's got too heavv
to tote, with sun fit to brile yo head ofl
yo shoulder;:. When milkiti was goin"
on. I never got nigh cow pen. 'cause
dinir.'-roo- m was holdin fast on mv
'tention "bout that time."

At last the secret was out. Why hsa
they not thought of it before? She was
a housemaid! "You waited on the
tabie?"

With a broad grin and shake of hei
head, she answered: "Didn't lif a han'
to table. "Liza Ann. "sisted by Nettie,
waited on grown folks; Jane an" L5z- -

beth saw to ehiilun. with cusses help- -

. . .I4J ill vi. nil iv. v .w.'.
This had gone on long enough. Ar

old deacon grew- - desperately impa-
tient, and asked, in a loud, sharp voice:
In the name of Heaven, what did yon

Turning to face the company, she an-
nounced, with the air of a queen:

"l'se the fanner!"
The deacon asked: "You are tht

--what?""
The oriental eyes sparkled as she re

plied:
"Fanner! Fanner! Keep flies ofl

mistis when she takes nap. Fan "ei
when she plays the peanner; fan tabk
while everybody's eatin; fan till maids
?ome from kitchen to clear off; fan ole
marse (marse's pa. yo know); fan
company presidin in the house: some-
times fan baby to sleep jes to b"eeg
its nuss. I ain't no washer, or no se'ms-ter,- ,

er ro nothin else; but ef yo wants
fannin. I sho can keep yo' cool, l'se
fanner since knee-hig- h to a duck, an
muscobv duck at that!"

Birds aod Hares.
An enterprising woman in New

York has opened a boarding hoitse for
birds, which is one step higher than
an institution for sick cats. Of course
she is a "miss." and equally of course
the birds are under the direction of
a "miss." Spinsters and cats, spin-
sters and canaries, spinsters and spec-
tacles how- - they go in pairs through
life. And here is a magazine giving
away Belgian hares, jack rabbits and
other animals partly domesticated.
Babbitries are being started all over
the country. The new fad is worse
than the bee craze of 35 years ago.
Several thousand pet animals are to
be given away, the only condition be-
ing that the victims of this "great
summer opportunity" shall offer the
progeny of the pets to the proprietors
of the magazine at the lowest prices.

N. Y. Presa.

The Explanation.
Mrs. Dix When my husband and I

quarrel we never allow the children to
witness it.

Mrs. Hix Why, bow in the world do
yon manage it?"

"We always send them out of doors
o they can hear nothing."

"Oh! now I understand. I've 'often
wondered why your children v.-er-e in
the street so much." Illustrated Bit

Settled.
Friend I suppose yon hare alreadj

picked oat a profession for jour little
boy.

Fond Mamma Yes; he's to beithei
s piano virtuoso cr a football player.
He has just the loveliest head of hair.
Phil ftdl'ohia Pres.

To forget is sotietimes of more value
to us than to remember. Town Top-
ics.

"Did Toutts lose his money-- on last
horses?" "No on slow ones." In-
dianapolis News.

Auctioneer "Lot 52. A genuine
Turner. Painted during the artist's
lifetime. What offers, gentlemen ?"
Punch.

"Wait for others to advance your in-

terests and you will wait until they
are not worth advancing. Chicago
Daily News.

There are some people so particular-
ly vicious that when they find that a
singer is poor, they encore her. Atch-
ison Globe.

"I can't see," said the shoe clerk,
"why a Scotchman should say hae for
'have.' " "It is his economical disposi-
tion. He saves a V every time he does
so," said the Cheerful Idiot. Indian-
apolis Press.

"What did Freddy say when you
caught him coming out of the pantry
with his hands stained red?" "He told
thetruthby saying that he had jammed
his fingers." Philadelphia Bulletin.

Social Surgery. Young Shsrpshins
"I say, dad, what sort of a wound is
it that produces ill blood?" Old Sharp-shn- s

"Why, wounded feelings, my
bov, to be sure." Young Sharpshins
"Oh. I see; the sort of wound which is

by a dead cut." Ally Sloper.
itxade Brown "What awful times we
. are likely to have China. There's no
t telling how many thousands of people
', will be killed and how many other
j thousands will suffer from want." Mrs,
; Green "And just as like as not tea
j will go up to a dollar a pound!" Bos-- ;

ton Transcript.

HOW HE MADE HIS CAKE.

tiot It Mixed Pretty TbroaRliI,
But It DiSa't Torn Oat

All Risht.

"Madam, ycu don't know how to
make cake!" exclaimed Mr. Smith,
throwing a lump of half-cook- ed dough
across the room at the cat, relates Alice
Torter, in the Ledger Monthly. "You
never knew how to cook cake. Fd rath-
er eat wet sawdust. You ought tc
have seen the cake my mother mad&
that was cake!"

"Your mother again always youi
mother!" retorted Mrs. Smith. "Pitj
she didn't teach you something!"

"What do you mean, madam? 111

warrant 111 make better cake myself
than you any day."

"Why don't you try? You'll find
everything in the kitchen."

"WelL I can."
"WelL whv don't vou? Your are aL

talk?"
Smith found himself cornered, and

felt very uncomfortable, as he had eith-
er to surrender unconditionally or to
make good his boast. He had never
made a cake in his life, had no idea
how cakes were compounded, but
thought he knew what was in them.

"I'll make the cake," he said.
"WelL come into the kitchen and

make it." proposed his wife.
"What, now?
"Yes, now. 111 get the things foi

you."
Smith took off his coat, his collar and

necktie and rolled up his shirt-sleeve- s.

They walked into the kitchen together,
and Smith said:

"Wfeat shall I mix it in?"
"Oh. you're doing it!" Mrs. Smitt

replied.
"Ah. this will do!" he said, taking

up a howl. "Now bring me some wa-

ter; now some raisins and currants.
i euirar and ginrer and allspice. There
j that will do!" He put them all in to
j the bowl and mixed them with a spoon,
j "Tiny don't seem to stick together,
he said. "Looks more like a thick soup

.i ..iiii uu i i ill ij; i. i - v i cuv i jl i.' i
too much water." Smith drained off
some of the water, and was about to
put the cake into a pan, when his wife
said:

"Didn't your mother use flour?"
"Oh. yes yes ah. flour, of course!"

Then he mixed in flour until it was so
stiff that he could hardly knead it.
"Now." said he, "IH take this cake
around to the baker's and have it baked
properly." He started off. and, when
he reached the baker's, he said:

"Will you just throw this stuff away,
and put in its place one of your best
plum cakes?"

That night at supper Mrs. Smith had
her mother and sister with her. She
had told them of the cake, and they
expected great fun at Smith's expense.
The cake did not come until supper-tim-e.

Smith took it from the boy and
said:

"This is my cake something like a
cake!" He carried in the cake and
placed it on the table.

"Here's a note in the paper," said
Mrs. Smith; "Til read it:

" Dear Sir; I am sorry we are all out
of plum cake; so I send you a pound
cake instead. Yours, obediently.

"'S. EEOWJf.'"
taea for Chimney Soot.

Experiments in France have shown
that chimney soot is valuable, both as
a manure and as an insecticide. Its
fertilizing properties are particularly
noted in gardens and meadows. M.
Dasserre, a winegrower m southern
France, avers that "chimnev soot kills
the phylloxera with the rapidity of a
stroke of lightning, and at the same
time endows the vines with extraor
dinary energy of growth." Other ex-
perimenters, however, have not found
it effective in the case of phylloxera,
although it kills many kinds of larva

Youth's Companion.

Knew Ilia Buliru.
"Look here," exclaimed the irate cus

tomer as he entered the meat shop,
"that steak yon sent me this morning
is no good it's from the back of the
neck."

"VeU. dot Tas all right, ain'd it?" an-
swered the butcher. "All dot beef vat X

st'As vas of der neck back. Dere vat
nottings but horns by de frond of dot
neck alreatr." Chicago Evening News,

CoaIdnt Fool Ber.
Mrs. Hiram Offen Bridget, did yoi

string the beans, as I told you?
New Servant No, ma'am, I didnt.

An let me tell ye, ma'am, ye can't
string me. Ye kin ate thim loose ux
not at all. Philadelphia Press.

Standlaa Room Only.
Ida The trouble is women don't

stand together.
May They don't? WelL yon jusl

watch them at a bargain counter J
Chicago Evening News. -

probable this year, but labor troubiea
and crop failures are always among
the possibilities, and any .sort of a
calamity invariably hits the party ia
power. . .

All of these reasons, coupled with
the conviction which is doubtless hon
estly entertained that their policy
win, upon presentation, appeal with
force to the majority of the people,
together with the fact that it is the
American practice for each side to
make an active fight in every election,
whatever the chnnces may seem to be,
explain the hope of Mr. Bryaa and
his supporters that they will carry
the country in 190ft. Charles M. Hai

ey, in Leslie's Weekly. "

REAL laOTrVE DISCLOSED.

Troaolra la China Beta Tee hy tho
Admialatratioa to Hide

Home AftTalra.

It is much to be doubted whether th
rationale nf imrterialism is understood.
even at this late date, by the masses
of the American people; for the events
which led up to the policy of expan-
sion in the orient seem, at the first
glance, to be in the nature of a de-

cree of fate. - Noertheless, a little re-

flection will serve to show that the
republican party has availed itself ol
Dewey 6 victory in Manila bay, in or-

der to hold public opinion at arm's
length, while domestic policies of the
most far-reachi- ng import were being
developed- - to their logical conclusion. .

The device is by no means new. When
Napoleon III. was menaced by the
searching scrutiny of the people's con-

science, he instinctively had recourse
to the scheme of an empire in Mexico.
When that bright dream faded!, the
duel with Germany followed in the in-

exorable logic of things. Thus th
blood and treasure of France were
wasted, in the vain hope that a foul
crime against free government, might
be blotted from the memory of men. .

After this disastrous fashion has des-
potism found itself compelled to act,
in every land and in every age. Free-
dom alone stands in no need of a screen.

In the present case, the title of no
dynasty is in question, but the justice
of a sytem of policy is under examina-
tion at the judgment bar of conscience.
The corporations have grown until
they . overshadow the government
which created them, while wealth finds
increasing immunity from its proper
burdens. If the problem should be pre-
sented in its naked form, the popular
verdict would be a foregone conclusion.
The instinct of on thus
compels the republican party to be-

cloud its errors of omission and com-
mission with issues which should have
no place in our politics. --v -

At the outset, it was the evident in-

tention to treat the Filipinos as we
have treated the Cubans, but the repre-
sentatives of the trusts saw their op-

portunity, and the instructions to our
envoys at Paris were so changed as to
convert the islands into spoils of con-
quest. Indeed, the apostasy would have
taken the forin of a repudiation of the
nation's pledge to Cuba, if the moral
fiber of the American people had been
less fine.

It thus happens that a party whose
original shibboleth was human free-
dom finds itself the champion of the
doctrines that might makes right. At
such infinite cost do parties or men
palter with the verities. It is the first
step that costs; all the others are easy
and, indeed, inevitable. "Facilis de-

scensus Averni." r
tl is, however, clear that President

McKinley's ruse will have no greater
measure of success than the third "N-
apoleon's. The plan for the retention of
Cuba has already met with a failure
so complete that even the republicans,
in their platform of 1900, have been
compelled to announce their unequivo-
cal recognition of the national obliga
tion. In the fullness of time, the Fil-
ipinos will receive the same full meas-
ure of justice, and America will once
more stand forth as the one sincere ad-

vocate of the principle that all just
government has ita origin in the con-
sent of the governed.

In order that this supreme result may
be achieved, it behooves all right-thinkin- g

Americans to exercise their full
measure of power, by tongue, pen and
ballot. After all, public opinion is the
molding force in this government. The
spokesmen of injustice and greed may-wiel- d

a mighty influence,' for a season,
but the sober second thonght of the
masses is invariably fatal to all schemes
which lead up to the enslavement of
the many for the benefit of the few.
The great wrongs of the present time
must be righted; but we must do jus-
tice to others, in order that we may
come into our own. Imperialism is but
the cloak of monopoly, and should,
therefore, be torn away with a ruthless
hand. -

"We favor such legislation as will
effectually restrain and prevent all
such abuses." says the republican plat-
form regarding trusts. There are more
words, but this is the substance sum
marized. The democratic platform of
fers a drastic solution of the question
and states the way in which the solu
tion may be reached. "Tariff laws
should be amended by puttie the
products of the trusts upon the free list '
to prevent monopoly under the pies of
protection." This remedy alone will
do away with all those trusts which
have their origin in tariff protection.
St. Louis Republic

. What has become of that severe
and relentless persecution of the car-
petbag appointees of the republican
administration of stole more than $100,-00- 0

in cash and nearly $00,000 worth of
stamps from the Cabas postal funds,
which the president promised to push
so vigorously when the huge embezzle-
ment was first uncovered? The hulla-
baloo made by the president, by bis
organ.', by his mouthpieces at both
ends of the national capitaL appear to
have merely been a case of "thunder-
ing in the index." Kansas City Times,

Public attention will be riveted
upon this following part of Mr. McKin-
ley's letter to his brother sovereigns
through the secretary of state, Mr. Hay:
"The purpose of the president is

to act concurrently with the
other powers fourthly, in
aiding to prevent a spread of the dis-
order to other provinces and a recur-
rence of snch disasters." "The purpose
not of the congress, not of the peo-
ple, if you please, but of the president!
"The president" and "the other pow-
ers!" N. Y. World.

What It aieasa Way- - He Has Be--
oaae the Democracy' Choaeat

Leader.

The renomination of William J.
Eryan is a notable honor to a re-

markable man. This will be the judg-
ment of ever intelligent American
who examines Mr. Bryan's career in
the light of history, and who emanci-
pates himself from all prejudice for
or against tne candidate and the great
party which twice in succession has
made him its leader,

Mr. Bryan entered his party's na-

tional convention of 1S$6 as a member
of a contesting delegation. As tested
by the standards of his organization
which prevailed along to that time, he
was marked w-it-h the taint of parti-
san heterodoxy. The idea for which
he stood the unlimited coinage of
silver at a ratio which would have
made the intrinsic value of a silver
dollar half that of the gold dollar,
and which, consequently, as a large
majority of the people ci the country
believed, and believe still, would drive
gold out of circulation, precipitate
the country to the silver basis, and
disastrously disturb a values

if sanctioned by the conven-
tion, make a break with the tradi-
tions of a hundred years of demo-
cratic history.

Moreover, presented to the same
convention were the names of older
and (as judged by-- the canons of that
dav) greater soldiers of the silver
cause. Richard I. Bland, the pioneer
of the silver coinage movement in
congress, was urjred by a large ele-

ment of his party for the presidential
nomination. Another faction favorefj
Horace Boies, also a silver champion,
who had carried the republican
stronghold of Icwa for governor, and
who had made an efficient and popu-
lar official. Senator Joseph S. C.
Blackburn, of Kentucky, a veteran
fighter on the silver side in both
branches of congress, had some power-
ful friends in the convention, and re
ceived many votes for the nomination.!
Yet this contesting delegate, who
was admitted to a seat by the favor
of the convention, but whose name
was new to a majority of the dele-
gates at the time, defeated, through
the magic of a speech which put the
feelings of his hearers into burning
phrase, men who had been leaders of
his cause long before his name was
heard of outside the ward in which he
lived, and carried off the convention's
prize.

Other men than Mr. Bryan, whose
names were not. previously coupled
with the candidacy, were nominated
for president. But Mr. Bryan had no
military glory, nor was his name, at
the time the convention of met,
connected conspicuously with any
great reform or eause, for he had
made no record during his short serv-
ice in congress w hich could single him
out from the roll of ordinary members
on the silver side. What, then, was the
secret of Mr. Bryan's power over his
"party? It was this: In his speech to
the convention he gave the idea which
for years h2d been struggling for
expression in his party more
striking expression tnan had any any
other of its orators. His party de-

clared for the "free and unlimited
coinage of both silver and gold" put-
ting silver before gold for emphasis
at the 36 to 1 ratio, "without waiting
for the aid or consent of any other
nation." This meant that compromise
and equivocation in that party on tnat
issue was ended.

Mr. Bryan's proclivities coincided
with his party's new mood. His phys-
ical traits, moreover, lent power to his
moral attributes.

What are the causes of Mr. Brv'an's
hold on the affections of h;s party in
WJQ, aside from those which gave him
the candidacy in 3S96? His robust
sincerity, which even his partisan en
emies have never questioned; his
strength as a campaigner, as attested
by the fact that, in the most exciting
canvass since 1S60, and with hundreds
of thousands of democrats supporting
Palmer or McKimey, he polled nearly
1.000.000 more votes than Cleveland
gained in his tidal-wav- e campaign
four years earlier; and tne belief of
his party, rank and file, that he Is, on
the whole, the best exponent of his
party's position on the issues of the
finances, trusts and m.

Upon what does Mr. Bryan's party
base its hope of carrying the country
in 3900? Upon analogy, upon chance,
and upon a belief that its cause is in-
herently strong with the people.

In every election for president in
which the same candidates confronted
each other twice in succession the
nominee who was beaten in the first
instance won in the second. Jeffer-
son, who was defeated by John Ad-
ams in 1796, defeated Adams in 3 00.
Jackson, who was left behind by John
Quincy Adams in the contest which
went to the house of representatives
in 3P24, was far ahead of Adams in
the electoral college in 1628. William
Henry Harrison, who was easily beat-
en by Van Buren in 1S36, just as easily
defeated Van Buren in 1640. Cleve-
land, who was 65 in the minority in
the electoral college of 1SS8 in the
contest against Benjamin Harrison,
had a majority of more than double
that figure, or 132, over Harrison in
1S92. New York and Indiana have
been swinging alternately from cne
party to the other in successive can-
vasses for more than a quarter of a
century, and both Were carried by the
republicans in 1S96. Four years of
power for each party has been the
rule for-- several successive presidential
terms, and it is- - the democracy's
"turn" to win in 1900,

These considerations of analogy and
similitude have doubtless impressed
themselves on the minds of the demo-
cratic leaders. Now for the hopes
based upon chance.

The panic of 1K37, which began a
few weeks after Yan Buren entered
power, was one oi tne causes ol his
defeat in 1640. That ol 1S73, in the
republican period, . helped to reduce
the republican majority in the elec-
toral college in 1876 to one. The mon-
etary convulsion of 1S93, which start-
ed about a month after Cleveland
went to the white house a second
time, helped, to roll up the majority
which was cast against his party in
ISt'G. The Homestead strike in the
summer of 1692, in which maay per-
sons were killed and mnch property
destroyed, in the last year of Hani-son- 's

service, was one of the reasons
for the republican "apathy" which
was noticed in that campaign, and far l

BY ELI TO. AKE.
IEGNTON. : : MIRSOUEI.

WILLIE BAREFOOT.
There's mud upon the carpet and there'smud urea the stairs,

Ai$ there's mud inside the porch
kitchen, too;

There are streaks of muddy footprints
everywhere that Willie eoes.For he tracks mad in the house the
whole day throwch.

He keeps his mother busy cleaning mud
from every room.

And the hired girl kicks up an awfulrow.
Warm weather's here and boyhood's days

are brirnnoine o'er with fun.For lit tit Willie's coins barefoot now.
It does no irood to sco2d him.Though fifty times you've told himTo stoj. and clean his feet, but yet.

fir?how.
Ke f.:c-- s in throusrh the door.
Leaving footprints on the floor.

For little "Willie's goinc barefoot now.
There are slivers every evenir.s that his

mother has to 2nd,
And Etone-brui-es that the has to doc-

tor, too;
There are toes that have collided with

a rock which she must bind,
An3 with arnica and linimtnt make

n w;
There are scratches by the dozen where

the thorns and briars took hold.
"When be scooted through the pasture

fc-- the cw.
And there's music in the gloaming- when

mother pulls them out.
Tor little Willie's rains bartfoot now.

K:s mother says she'll w.p him;
The hired rr'rl won't ski-- him.

There's boi:nd to be an evcrla-ftiri- row,
Th. mischief is to pay;
T:-tr-"-

l
l-- e trouble, so they jay,

"Cause little Willie's, jroins barefoot now.
He musses up the clean while sheets

U7 his little bed.
With his ilusty, crimy, mud-beccver- ed

test.
Ar. J everywhere he chases, from the cel-

lar to tha roof
His littie muddy footprints you will

m et.
He never stops to wipe his feet the

saucy littie minx!
He rays his daddy never learned him

u there's jawing in the kitchen when
th mop is brought in play,

Fcr litt.e Willie's goir.g barefoot now.

His father sys he'll bless him;
The hired 2irl will "dress him;"

His mother stays she never will allow
Such footprints on the floor
Oh. there's trouble sure in store.

For Willie, since he's going barefoot
now:

1Z. A-- Brininstool. in Rochester Herald.

Spirits ol Killarney Lakes

Bj Zfiartha Young.

true U CUhiDkl ilkjrazin. boeum. &epniad frj
peil htnaluioa.

EKE are no mere beautiful violetsTilthe world over than the violets of
"Lakevitw beyond the Highlands of
Hirmiiigham. most bustling city of
Alabama. Pale they are, and faintly
olue; there are none like them under
the sun. unless they be the pale bog-vioie- ts

(viola ralustris) 01 Ireland.
Up the mountain sides that roll back
from lake and dummy line they
Llocm.

Mistress Maloney descended from
the step of the car and in lusty
Lrr gue directed her son Pat about her
sundry packages. These they carried
to the peak-roofe- d shp on the edge
of the lir.e. It looked under the
shadow of the mountain for all the
v. like a toy Noah's ark.

"Eey, Nora, we're back." called
Mistress Maloney to the girl who
stoo-- inside the store door. You kep'
store good for me. Well, Birming
ham is warmii.g up. Them pavements
was warm! But this is good. Just a
chrop. .Nora." Molly Maloney was say-
ing apologetically; "just to keep the
heat out."

"It was just to keep the cold out
last time."

"llev? Was it then? Well very
like "

The coolness from hill and lake, the
pleasant sense of home-comin- g com-
bined t make Mistress Maloney feel
Tery well wij. he world.

"Nora, now, this is like the old coun-
try! Close your eyes never so little
and yonder's Killarney that there
lake and if ever there was a moun-
tain like old Glenaa it's that one.
Just take an inch for a mile, you
know ah, but the old country, it was
Food!"

"This is better," declared Nora, as
the helped Pat with the packages.

"Where your sweetheart is that's
the best country hey, .ora!"

"Well, well."
"Has there ever a body been here,

Nora?" asked Molly, her eyes out on
the waters that she chose to-da- y to
call like Killarney of the old land be-
tween its mighty hills. Glenaa and
Toomies.

"Yes. And is here yet."
"Yon don't say!"
"A slip of a girl; says she is from

Killarney side "
"You don't say then!"
"Sh- - Sh- -' Sh! She's here."
Above them, ok the narrow stair

that led to Nora's little room in the
roof, the stranger stood; her eyes of
pale Irish blue were wide and anxious.
Iter hair was like smooth jet.

"Come down, my girL" cried Mrs,
Maloney. "She's been thramping," she
whispered to Nora.

"Afoot from Chattanooga," whis-
pered Nora.

"What's your name, tien. friend,"
called Molly, heartily, "come sit here
on the doorstep, it's a bit of air you
are wanting."

"I should be off again," murmured'
the girL

"It's that yon are looting for some
ne then, that's the tale. 1 know it

alL You're been going- to mines end
around to the coke-oven- s, and about
the shops and furnaces. Your man or
jour sweetheart?"

"Sweetheart or ever we were so
2dgb." holding one hand a little above
the floor.

"And you've been working and sav-x-g

to come across water?"
"It's mother and me. She gave me

ver a bit of half the passage."
"She wants you to have him?"
"And find him."

And your name?"
Ita Megui.-e.- "

"Not Ita McCloskey's grrll"
--Yes."
"She married Emmet Maguire. Me

ice her hps been to-

gether mnny is the day."

tions. and alwavs the same name
over ad ever

I The two women ! it lov.s in silence
j st thr-i- r v.r.tc-- ever the straEger.

"When wr - :t then. .ora. that you
! arc! Tour Mike was to msrrv?"

"It was next month." Uncor.scious- -
ly she spoke a though it were a thing

i no longer to be looked forward to. A
i faint light 01 stars came out over the

&ke. Nora rose to put on a walking
ccat.

"Where are you going to. Nora?"
"I wr.r.t Pat to go with me to the

furnace "
"P.ut this poor creature "

"And ain't there a hundred arsd one
of your Mike Killibrews?"

"There ain't but one man on earth
i for her"
i "The same for other folks." Nora
j was tying her bonnet strings.

"It ain't the same growing up with
' a one like and just snowing a man
six months or so."

Nora tied a careful bow under her
chin. Something far tighter seemed
tied about her heart as the blue eyes
smiled up at her from the cot

The Park furnace was a patch of
black on the gray evening. The smoke
from its chimneys made quiverin
shadows along the dim earth. The
doors of the ovens that Watchman
Mike Killibrew attended seemed like
doors to the infernal regions. Within
W D" Vl 1 T" 1 1 TT Vkla7e et U TT1C fif Tff
Diue ana goia wneeiea venementiy
round and round, like tne curbed
wings of some fallen angel im
prisoned, bound, but still full of futile
restlessness.

Nora went near the watchman and
touched "his shoulder.

"Oh! Nora? You scared me. Why,
what brings vou here! I thought you
were ore of the Little Folks the fair-
ies, they are out to-nig- ht this is neen
na Beal tina!"

"Mav Eve. I know it. Pat come with
me; jou wan't afraid, eh. Pat?'

"Those Little Folks'll give you and
Pat both a blast for daring them.

They talked of many things ere
Nora could bring herself to speak of
what had brought her there.

"I'm wondering. Mike, if you ever
loved any girl but me?"

"Now! I'm wondering. Nora, what
you'll be for wondering next!

"Sav. now. in the old countrv
didn't you love anybody like you are
loving me?"

"No, never the same, Nora."
"Then I'm wondering was it more?"
"Not more. Nora. It's just you and

me in the world, Nora; and nobody
else in it if my thinking of them had
to make "em."

"I knew it. Mike." she sobbed. "I
knew it." But, with a woman's per
sistency: "Was there anybody near
Killarnev side you loved just a lit
tler

"The old woman."
"Not your mother, then?"
"Well," Mike hesitated, "as our

wedding day is so nigh, I don't mind
telling you, Nora, there was a girl in
the old country, and we were sweet-
heart "s

"You were promised?"
"Well yes. but that was four five

years ago and never word in all that
time have I written to the old coun-
try."

"She'd never be following you out
across water. Mike?"

"Never a bit. But funny you got
to talking of this. I've been thinking
of that old time to-oig- ht. like I
haven't been thinking in years it
must be the little people out May Eve

if they hae come 'cross the water
after us tha set me thinking. But,
Nora. I don't want to go back to lov-

ing her nor nobody but you
"Was she called Ita Maguire?"
"The same. How did you know?"
"Maybe it's the fairies telling me

but I must be going. I just came to
say " she went hesitatingly to the
door "Come. Pat!" She looked back

"I came to say you'll be sure to
coiae by Mis Maloney's in the morn-
ing as 30U are leaving your watch-
ing?"

Mistress Maloney sat at the foot of
the cot where the tired girl still bab-
bled of old days.

"Don't you want to lie down a bit.
Mistress Maloney?" asked Nora.

"It's as fresh as Whitsunday ale
you're looking. Nora." cried Molly,
with a start; "but it's not me asll de-
sert the poor creature. It's a doctor
6he ought to be getting in the morn-
ing, but I don't know how shell be
getting one "

"I'll get her one." said Nora.
"Eh, Nora, it's the good heart that's

in you then."
Nora sat in the doorway to share

the watch.
Ita babbled of bright times and gay

days and always it was the same
name over and over.

As the first glimmer of gray dftwn
crept over the earth, a great quietness
came to the sick girL

A wind began to shake the trees on
the mountain side. A f.iint luster of
rose exhaled from the east. Its light
fell across the face of the sleeping
girL She opened wide her blue eyes,
she rose on the couch, she locked
ecj-erl- cut of the open doer

TOO MANY GODFATHERS.

That Areoialrd for the Furl That
the Infant Jiri Cot o

Olft.

The late Senator Philetus Sawyet
was noted for his generosity, but un-
less he was tactfully approached, or
the cause appealing to him was an es-
pecially worthy one, his purse strings
were tightly drawn, relates the Chica-
go Chronicle. Shortly before he re
tired from the senate his mail cne
morning contained a touching letter
from a man in Maryland, whose home
had just been brightened by the ar-
rival of a bouncing boy. The fond
parent went on to tell that the bot
would be namfd Philetus Sawyer
Jones, and expressed the hope that
the child would grow up an honor tc
the name and the possessor of the fire
traits of character that distinguished
the generous-hearte- d man whose
name would be borne bv himself.

Senator Sawyer went to the senate
chamber witii a warm plor in his
heart and the determination to send
that fond parent a nice big check.
He felt so good that he showed the
letter to Senator Allison. The Iowa
man chuckled as he read it. and pro-
duced a letter almost identical, ex-

cept that the young produy was to
be named William Allison Jones.

It was too good to keep, and they
tdld the story to Senator Edmunds of
Vermont. That stately old gentleman
melted sufficiently to smilingly pro-
duce a letter of similar purport. Then
there ensued a comparison of senato-
rial notes showing that the young
Marylander had ben rairly loaded
with distinguished names, from Jus-
tin Morrill Jones to Don Cameron
Jonec

That Maryland infant received no
birthday present.

Wear! a a of Urm'm Attire by fft'oaaeau
In France women are allowed to

wear men's attire, but they must pay
for the privilege. The amount of the
tax which a woman pays for wearing
masculine rarb is ten dollars a year;
but her willingness to pay the tax does
not insure her the right to wear these
garments. As a matter of fact the
right is conferred by the government
as a tribute of zreat merit. N. Y. Sun.


